



T helMpLdmematriri fTt^eau 

In all rcfpc£ks by me : nay raore^ I do«bt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her etc you goc to bed. 

Acquaint her here of my Asnne Paru loue, 

And bid her, matke you me, on wendfday next. 

But foft, vvhat day is this ? 

‘ Paris. Monday, my Lord. 

Ca. Monday, lra,ba, well wendfday is too fooue, 

A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tell her, 

Shee /ball be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte t 
Weele keepe no great adoe, a friend or two, 

For harke you, Tibalt being flaine fo late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kinfman, if we reuell much : 

Therefore weele haue fome halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end, but what fay you toThurfday ? 

Prfm.My Lord, 1 would that thurfday ^(vercto morrow* 
Capit. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday,'bc it then ; 

Goe you to luhet ere you goc to bed, 

Prepare her, wife,againft this wedding day. 

Farewell, my Lord,light to my chamber, ho. 

Afore roc, it is fo very late, that we may call it early by and by, 
Goodnighr. 

ExcHnt. 

Enttr Romeo and luliet ahft, 
la. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet ncarc day : 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 

That pierft the fearefell hollow of thine care. 

Nightly (bee fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 

Belccuc mi^oue, it was the Nightingale, 

Rom. It was the Larke the Herald of the morne. 

No Nighi{tTgalc; looke loue what enuious ftreakes 
Doc lace tbefcucring clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights catfdlcs are burnt out, and ioeond day 
Stan ds tip-toe on the miftie Mountayncs tops, 

I muft be goneand line, or ftay and die. * x 

/«. Yondlightisnmdayligh^, IknowitI; ^ j 
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It is feme Meteor that the Sunne exhales, 

To be to thce^his night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Maatua. 

Therefore ftay yet, thou needft not to be gone. 

Lctmebctane,letmcbeputtodcath, 

I am content, fo thou wilt bauc it fo. ♦ 

He fay you gray is not the mornings eye, 

’Tis but the pale reflexe of Cintiiias brow. 

Nor that is not the Larke whofe notes doe beatc 
The vaulty heauen fo high abou e our heads, 

I haue more care to ftay then will to goc s 
Come death and welcome, luliet wils it fo, 
Howiftmyfoule,lctstalke,itisnot day. 

lu. It is, it is, hie hence be goncaway : 

It is the Larke that lings fo out of tunc, 

Sttayning harlbDifcords, and ynplealing Sharpes. 

Some fay the Larke makes fweetDiuinen* 

This doth not fo:for (be deuideth vs. 

Some fay the Larke and lothed Toad ebange eyes, 

O now I would they had chang’d voyces too : 

Since arme from armc that voyce doth vs affr^. 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntfop to the day, 

0 now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Ramto. Morelighc and light, more darke and darke 

our woes. 

Madame 4«dNurfe.' 

Nur. Madam. 
lu. Nurfe. 

Nur. Your Lady Mother is comming to your chambif. 
The day is broke, be wary, Ipoke about. 
lu. Then windowlet day in,and let life out. 

Farewell, farewell, one kiffe and He defeend. 
lu. Art thou gone fo Louc,Lord,ay husband, friend, . . 

1 muft heare from thee euery day in the houre, 

For in a minute there arc tnany dayes, ‘ 

Obythiscoimtlfballb.eniuchinyeatcs, 

£rel againebeholdmy £fjws<>. ' ' 
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